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NINTH INSTALLMENT

CHAPTER XII.

The Triumvirate and Professor
Sullller together when Kehr's
elphergram wus handed to Barclay,
and although they imagined that its
contents were Important they couldn't
help laughing at its wording.

Suckers won't bite. Your muttering
carburetor Tommy has tickled Aphro-
dite. Please pound his whiskers
quick.

“Something wbout this blessed son
of mwine,” sald Harclay. He opened &
drawer in his writing table and took
gut & vode book, and then with the aid
of the others deciphered the mossage.
The plain Wnglish of It was this

Strikers won't fight. Your adopted
son Tommy has spoiled our plans.
Please call him off quick.

wire

“Well," sald Sturtevant, “what will
you do?
“Kehr” sald Barclay, “is blood

thirstily anxlous to teach the strikers
& lesson. He being the man on the
spot, | have felt obliged to give him
n pretty fres hand. But 'm glad
thers hns been no blood shed. 1k
weoms to me that this s a matter for
Her to gettle.  Silliter—oan you mnke
Her onll this strike off and  bring
abuut & state of amity in Bltumen®”

Sthiliter simply reached for a tele
graph blank and wrote:

Kehr, Bitumen, Pa.

Am sending Mer,
and signed v Barclay,

‘What will you do about Tommy ™'
he nsked. “He'll be even more in the
way when Celestln gots there”

After & moment’s reflection Barelny
wrote o telegram to Tominy:

“Come home at once, must oo you
ob importunt businoess.”

Theso telegrams dispatched, Sturte
vant and Bemmes 100k their leave,
while Barclay avd Stilliter sat on for
a lime In silence Harciay was the
first to break I

“You will have
suading her to go?

“She dinlikes me, but she does what
1 tell her—ouly 1 don't tell her |
don't understand her aversion to me
Bhe knows that | am with her heart
and soul for the common good And
she 1% willing to work with me. Hut
1 repel her

Barclay smiled grimly

“You have never made any great
effort 1o please the Indies,” he said

"A mistake of youth of which 1 be
gln 1o repent o middle sge, 1 bave

no trouble in per

made the mistake of Imagining that
I could live and die nn abatract in-
tellect. K's my eves | suppose. They

made me hypersensitive,”

“But you weren't born with weak
eyon |

“No—when | was at college u retort
burnt in my face | had splendid eyes
as a child. Nobody ever had a better
physical equipment than 1 had—a
stronger body or a stronger brain. 1
am the kind of man who ought to |
warry and have children” |

Both were ellent again. Then St |
liter said:

‘I've been giving the matier more
and more thought. It seems 1o me &
sort of duty’

Stliliter sat gazing off iulo space
through the thick lenses which gave
bBim sight, and Marclay, n troubled
amile on hig lips. sat and watched |
Btilliter's face |

‘You must huve someone in mind,”
he suggested presently

Stilltter gave a kind of guilty start

“And suppose | have?

The smile faded slowly
clay's mouth

"1 do suppose that vou have,” he
sald sternly but don't tell me that
our plans are to e wresckod bechuse
you have turned amorous In your mid-

from Rar-

dle age.’

“l thought.” snid Stilliter. “that 1
bad mymself in abeolute control

“This & (righttu) suld Barclay
simply.

Oh, don't worry rald Stilliter l

“the great work shall be necomplisghed
first, But it seems only right to el |
you what my intentions are—after the
work is fnlshed, Hae anvone so great
a clnim on Her as 17
You repel her. You huve said it
“1 have willed her to like me It
i the one thing | cannot suceosnfully
will her to do I'm jJust say-
ing what my ultimote intentions are.
“Don’t you think"” muld BParciay,
“that when her work is done, the poor
ehild onght to be turtied frie to live-—
o luve wnd to be happy'

"I do not,” exclnimed Stilliter, “for
the good of the bhuman race, | do
not."

He rose and started slowly for the
door.

“Walt & minute,” sald Barclay, and
he (nterposed himself botwesn Stil-
liter and the door; "have 1 your word
of honor that you will attempt noth-
Ing against her, that she will be safe
witl' you until her work Is done?”

“You have my word of honor,” said
Btilliter, but the dog did not look his
master In the eye

CHAPTER XIII,

Meanwhile, Tommy had been In-
vited to live with the Gunsdorfs, and
had carrled his belongings to thelr
house,

As lender of the divcontented, Guns-
dorf ran an open house, Thers was
always talk and something to drink in
the front room downstalrs. Here, poll
clea were hatched Just as they are in
the onbinet room in Washington, and
here drinks of the most vile rye
whisky could be hud by the initinted
for the asking.

From the very first Mra. Gunsdorf
had done her best to make Tommy
pomfortable, Not a tldy woman by
nature, she put her house o order
for his benefit and kept it so. From
the looking glues in the kitchen at
which you combed your hulr before
meals, she scrubbed the Myspocks,
ahe bought a new comb with a full
complement of teeth to hang on the
chuin, she wushed the roller towel,
and for the first time in her life took
an Interest in cooking, seeking instruc.
tion from neighbors who had reputa-
tons in that line Hut she managed
for a time to confine her amorous
feellngs toward Tommy to deeds and
attentions, She trled to make her
manner toward bim just what it was

lo other young men who eume to the |

house. RBut when discussion was hot

In the front room, and the whisky

wnn going, and nobody was notleing
her, she fensted her eoyes on his

brown face and her ears on lis quiet,
|

rasonant well-bred voice,

|

All the time her mind was flled with |
thoughts and viglons of Tommy, Some- |
Hmes she would take his cout from its |

hook and strain it 1o her breast. Some-

times when he was out of the houlur

whe would go to his room and st by
the hour, feasting hersell on day-
dreams of him.

In her mind at least, she was al-
rendy faithless to her husband. ot
this did not trouble her in the loust

One day there was o violent soclul-
Istie discussion going on in the front
room. Mre. GQunedorf had appeared
twles at the hall door to Hsten, and
gaze sorreptitionsly st Tommy and
had twice vanished upon some house-
hold duty or other,

Having clored the door softly, she
turned swiftly to where Tommy's cont
hung, and pressed It passionately Lo
her cheek, n paper
breast pocket, where she knew no pa-
rer had been earlier in the day, and
after a moment's hesitation, wnd im-
pelled by o audden unreasoning jenl
ousy, she snutehed L out of the pocket
und expmingd it
Thomas Barclay, Bitumen, Pa.

Come home at once. must see you
on Important business.

Barclay.

Mrs. Gunsdorf felt as if she had
been struck m heavy blow between the
eyen, Was her godlike champlon of
Inbor anly a hypoerite and a spy? For
a moment |t seemed as it her knoes
had turned to water. She put the tele-
gram back in its pooket, and having

pulled herself together, once more en- |

tered the front room.

it was five o'clock when the sitting
broke up with everyone except Guns-
dorf and Tommy (who drank nothing)
the worse for liquor.

Gunadort had business elsewhere,
and he hustied his guests out of the
house, feeling rightly that they were
sufficiently primed for the time being.

Tommy and Mrs, Gunsdorf remained
sented, side by side. Mrs. Gunsdorf
reached for the whisky bottle and
Tommy lsld his hand on her arm and
sald: “Don't; what's the use?”

“I"m gick,” she sald in o thick volee;
her arm trembled under his hand.

“That stuflf wont help any. I'll go
for the doctor.”
“I'N be all right. I'm faint, that's

all.”
To Tommy she seemod to be mak
Ing an effort to pull together

its the ale In this room,” he said
“Let me take you outside.”
She seemed to wequicsce, and he

hwlped her to her feet, uind toward the
door, his left arm around her walst,
e lewned more and more bheavlly
against him, until it took real strength
to Keep her from falling. In the front
hall she appeared to collapse entirely,
Hor head dropped backward as it her
ueck had been suddenly dislocated,
and she lurched against Tommy with
all ber welght,

It wan necessary, he folt, to go for
the doctor st onee, but he could not
lenve her lying In the front hall. Bo,
not without diMeulty, for the stair wad
very narrow, he carried her up to the

rustled In the |

had flung her arms about his neck,
and was holding him tight. Her eyea
had opened and shone brilllantly in his
face. Her cheeks and temples wers
crimson, and there was no longer any
fear of bim In her, or shame,

For a moment, so innocent was Tom-
my, he thought that her sudden faint-
ing sickness had oulminated In & sort
of fit, and It was not until he felt that
her lips were greedily seoking his that
he realized his position,

He shook himwself froe, not gently,
and without & word, turned and
marched out of the room, and down
the stair. He fook his coat from its
hook and put it on, lald his hand on
the knob of the front deor, hesliated,
tu=ned on his heel and went back up
the stalr. He had closed the door of
Mrs. Gunadorf's room behind him.
Now he knocked on It, and In & stern
volee, for youth and Innocence are
very stern, sald: “Mrs, Gunadort,”

Thers was no answer. He raised
his volee n trifie,

“"Do you need the doctor, or don't
you?t"

This time she anaweared him:

“l don‘t need nuy doctor, and you
can go to hell,”

Tommy shrugged his  shoulders,
went to his own room, bolted the doar
and prepared to read till supper time.
But he couldn't rend. The new prob-
lem which had suddenly rlsen in his
life was too disturbing.

Presontly ho heard Mrs. Gunsdort
atirring in her room. Bhe eame out,
and stopped in front of his door,

‘Are you in there?”

“Yes"

“What are you going to do?"

“I'm thinking."

“Are you going to tell on me?”

“No, I'm not going to do that. But
I must find some other place to live.”

Sllence, Then Mrs. Guusdorf:

“"Ploase don’t, . . ., Won't you
open the door? We can talk better.”

It seemed such a confension of cow-
ardioe not to open the door, that Tom-
my opened [, and they faced each
other across the threshold,

“It was the liguor,” she sald. “I'm
lke that when I drink. If you won't
go away, | won't deink any more."

Her halr was disheveled and she had
heen crylng.

“If Gunadorf found out why you
went away, he'd skin me allve, |

won't trouble you any more."”

Bhe looked very frightened and pa-
| thetic
“Then you'd better fix yourself up,”

“You look as If—well

said Tommy.

which she heated her curling tongs
had run over and sel fire to some pa-
pers in a serap basket. It was the
work of a few saconds to subdue this
inciplent conflagration with water
from Mra. Gunsdorf’s wash pitcher,
and when he had redveed the paper
to a wet blackened mass, and blown
out the alcohol lamp, he turned, and
found Mrs. Gunsdorf laughing at him.

“I don't know why you are laugh-
ing,” ho sald coldly; “it might have
been serious,”

She was between him and the door,
but she stepped aslde and let him
Pass.

“What's the matter with this door™
he asked, after a fruitless effort to
open It

“It's locked."

“Why ™

“Decause we've got to have our talk

out. And 1 don't want you running |

away from it"

“Do be reasonable, Mrs, Gunsdorf
Lot me have the key. This won't do
at all, you know, Where is the key?"

Bhe smiled at bim, half closed her
eyes, and held up her hands high
above her head, as people do at the
commund of a highwayman

“If you won't glve me the key, |
ghall have to break the door down."

“Yea, and I'll say youn broke It
down, Hut pot from luslde out, 1'Nl
Bay you hroke It down from outside
in”

“You hnd better give me that key,"
sald Tommy.

She smiled inecrutably, for she had
hidden the key In & very safe place.
It was at the moment reposing in the
right-hand pocket of Tommy's own
jacket, Into which she had dropped It,
while he was busy putting the fire
out.

“Md you ever hear that a woman
seorned was more dangeroun than o
londed gun?" shoe asked. And added
sweelly: “Cunsdorf ought to be get
ting back"”

"I hope so," suid Tommy., "1 shall
feel obliged to tell him the whale
story."”

Mra. Gunsdorf laughed out loud.

“You're too good to be true,” she
added, “You blessed Innocent!"

“"We shall see,” sald Tommy. He
started toward the window and stood
looking out.

"Your husband In coming home
now,"” he sald; "hado't you belter let

Tommy Couldn't Believe That They Really Meant to Hurt Him:

you look as if you'd make your hus- |
band suspect something or other.”

“I know. T1've put my curling tongs
an to hent. 'l look all right when he
comes buck.”

There was a somewhat awkward si-
lence, which Mrs. Gunsdorf broke,

“I know you despise me. But—oh,
you wouldn't understand.”

“T'd try, if you told me.”

“Would you forgive me? | wouldu't

have done it, only, only-~1 fesl about
yvou the way a dog feels about her mas-
ler, and-—oh, can't you give me a
change?”

A chance?"

“1'd follow you to the snds of the
earth; 1'd siave for you, and when you
slekened of me, I'd take my medl
cine.”

“But, Mre, Guasdorf, you are o mar-
ried woman.”

“That's no reason, That's an ex-
cuse. What does marriage matter to
a woman lHke me?"

“I don't know; but I'm afraid it mat-
tors # whole lot to s man llke me.
I'm terribly morry for you."

“Sorrow never filled an
heart.”

“What do you want me to do?"

"1 wan! you to cherish me when
you're in temper, and to kiek me down
sialrs when you're out. | want—"

“Mre. Gunsdorf, I'm not that kind
of & man, If you're sorry—I'm sorry
—but really now, do be reasonable
supposa 1 feel the sames way abouw
somuobody that you feel about me?”

It was an If he bhad glven her &
detalled explanntion. For she eried
in & grim. desperate sort of volee:

empty

“So that's it,” and turned abruptly

mo out? You've only a moment kg
make up your mind.”

They heard the sound of the rmnt'

door being opened and slnmmed shut;
and then volees 1o the hall,

“Promise to be my feller,” whis-
pered Mrs. Guonadorf, “and 1 let you
out.”

It was not easy for her to fupe the
scorn In Tommy's esyea. For a mo-
ment she met his gaze, and then her
eyes foll before i, and began to glance
stealthily this way and that,

“Don't ruin yoursell," said Tommy;
“think this thing over Lot me go
now, Tomorrow if you still wish to
make a row I will coma back, you can
lovk the door, Everything will bo ne
it Ia now, Hut for your own sake
don't do anything in & hurry. Take
24 hours to think it over. Perhaps
what seems good enough today, wonkt
nepmn good enough tomorrow,

Her angwer was n plereing scream
for help, Repeating this seream again
and again she began to storm about
the room, overturning a chalr and the
washstand. Then, with an Insane
swiftness for which he was Hlpre
pared, she flung herself upon Tommy,
struck him a bheavy blow on the moath,
rumpiad his hair, and then Hung her
arms  vound Nis neek and  half
strangled bim. Al the while her
sereams for help plerced through the
walls of the house.

Tommy was in a position al once
ridieulous and tertible, He strove to
free himself without hurting the wom-
an. Then came a rush of heavy feet
up the siale, snd the bedroom door
was carried dnward clean off Its

 Where.

| wide of labor He says he wants to see
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from Tommy. At the threshold of fhe
room stood Qunadorf's three friends,
At once menacing and abashed.

“What {s it thundered Gunsdorf.

“He was hiding behind the door”
she said; "when 1I'd passed into the
room, be slammed it shut and went
tor me.”

“Is this true?’ Gunsdorf faced him
and  advanced toward him, with
clenched hands.

“She’'ll tell you next,” sald Tommy,
“that | locked tha door and put the
key in py pocket,”

He spoke with so much gcorn and
assurnnee that Gunsdorf besitated,
and turned toward his wife

“It's just what bhe did do,"” she sald!:
‘e locked (he door and put the key
in his pocket.”

Tommy's hands dropped into the
pockot of his jacket, nnd his right
hand elossd upon the door key. He
did pot need to speak. His face
tald the story, Slowly he withdrew
the Key from his pocket and tossed it
un to the thread-bare carpet.

"This looks bad, Gunsdorf,” he Iuld

"but I you'l Usten to me . . .

“I will Hsten to you in hell” sald
Gunedorf. "Take him, boys."

Gunsdort’s three friends cume slow-
Iy fTorward,

“Theyre golng to kill me if they
oan” thought Tommy: “aund 1 dom't
want to be killed.”

He drew a long breath and clenched
his Nsts

“Don't kil him,” cried M.
dorf suddenly, “not yet!"™

‘Why not yet,” growled Gunsdorf,

“Hecause, you fool, If you kill him
here—in - my  room—people  will
think—"

“"What will they think?"

“They will think-—oh don't make me
say It

Gunsdor? began to sernteh the back
of his head,

“That is true” he sald presently
“We had better tnke him away some-
For now we will te him.
When it is dark we will taks lhim
nway somewhere In a carriage. We
will take with us alwo o stick of dy-
pamite. A stiok of dynamite with a
lighted fuse makes a fine gag to go
In a man's mouth, 1t keeps bim quiet
forever.”

“You don't need to take him awany,”
sald Mrs. Guusdorf; "there's a fine
strong elm tres In front of the house.
Take him downscairs, eall In the boys,
and read them the telegram he's got
In bis inslde pocket. Nobody need
mention me—nand the boys'll do the
rest. The dirty spy!"

Gunsdorf and his  three {riends
closed In upon Tommy from three
sldes, Mre. Gunsdorf cropt stealthily
along the wall to take him in the
renr.

“Gunadort.” suid Tommy suddenly,
“just rouad that telegram. You can't
hang & man on that It's from the
mun who adopted me and brought me
up. We differed becnuse | am on the

me  on  important  business That
doesn’'t make me a spy, does it? Re
rensonable”

Ordinarily, for Guusdort had an in-
telligent mind, he would have placed
& Just viulue upon the telegrm ns evi
dence againsl Tommy. Just now his |
reason was blinded by jenlons rage.

At that moment, secing that the
wlale bad passod besond reagon and
debate. Tommy stopped quickly for

ward and Hfted Gunsdort clean from
the NMoor with a terrific right hand
blow under the point of the chin,
Swift ar lghtning he turned and
struck the nearcst of Gunsdors |
friends betwoen  the oyes This |
cleared the way to the door, and he
sprang toward It, but only to fall
heavily on his face, for Mra. Guosdorf
had grappled him from behind about
the ankles,

A mitute later they had overpow- |
arad and tied him hand and foot

Fiftesn minutes lnter Tommy stood
on the top of a stepladder, surround.
ed by an cnraged mob of men and
women who showered vile wspithets

| upon him,

Tommy wus not frightened. He was |
dazed from rough bandling, and some
how he touldn’t belleve thut they real-
Iy mesnt to hurt him. It wan merely
an unpleannnt dream (rom which he
would presently wuken sufe in bed.

It was only very grudually that the
truth dawned on him, snd n great
lump rose In his throat and pressed
against the rope which encireled It,
Yes.  Thoy were going to kill him.
He would never see Celestin again.
He began to think of hoer, intentlionally
with all his will,

Presently she seemed to be directly
beneath him, looking up Into his face,
He smiled at her. He couldn’t help
it. Then she turned her back to him,
her face to the others, and whe spoke
in a gallant loud volee:

“What has he done?

A shiver went up and down Tom:
my’s aplne. In the name of all that
wius miraculous that hallucination in
white with the gallant volee wus really
Celestin, Yes. And there, hanglng
back in the crowd was Profeasor SUl
liter with hin thick glasses, and Pred-
dle the Ferret, Froddie brandishing
that big sutomutie which his father
had forbldden him to earry. Ceélestia
was anawered with corlea from here
and there:

“He's & traltor, & spy! He was going
to betrny us!"

Gunsdorf cropt toward her, holding
in his outstretehed hand the fateful
telegram.

“We found It on bim,” he eaid,

Celestin read the telegram and flung

| of n wpeech an

It angrily from her.

“Ia that your evidence?"

Gunsdorf shrank from her.

She stepped toward him and be had
to look her in the eyes.

“Do you belleve that he is a spy?”

Gunsdorf’s chin dropped upon his
breast and he began to shake his head
glowly from side to side. The crowd

to murmur with astonishment.

“Then why did you socuse him?”

“l—he,” mumbled Gunsdorf.

“Why in the name of justice?™

“He—he I8 & ravisher."

“A whatT"

“He attacked a defenseless woman.
It was to shield her reputation that |

“if You Won't Give Me the Key |

Shall
Down."

gnld he was & spy. In any case he de
gorved 1o be hanged.”

"He—attacked a defenseless wom-
an'"  exelalmed Colostin and  she
laughed with n kind of cold scorn.

M. Gupsdor! cropt slowly forward.

"It had to come out” she erled sud-
denly, “he attacked me. If you got to
know."”

"He sttheked you?"

"1 gwenr It by

There was & battle of eyes

“look at me! Look st me!" ex
clnimed Celestin. If vou are telling
the truth you ean surely look at me”

Mrs, Guosdorf Hfted her defeated
oyes In one lnst effort.

"Now tell the truth,” sald Celestin,
SBpeak out, so that everyone can hear
you."

For a few moments the Gunsdorf
woman wans silent, Then suddenly she
Hifted her head defiantly and spokes in
# loud volee,

L el she sald.  “He didn't attack
me, 1 loved him and he wouldn't look
ot me. 1 trapped him in my room,
and locked the door and put the key
In his pocket.  Then | sereasmed for
help.  That's all. | did It becnuse |
loved him and he wonldn't look st me.
If hoe wouldn't look ot me, 1 waid, he
shouldp’t look at anyone—ever, 1'd
rather ho'd be dead. And that's the
truth and the whole truth, so help me
God.”

Then Guosdor! spoke

“Cut that man loose,” he eald. Then
he turned to his wife and very quletly
and methadically, but with wll his
strength, strueck her on the point of
the juw and lnld Her senselegs ot his
feet, Low murmurs of approval groet
o the net

Meanwhile, the noose had been
withdrawn from Tommy Barclay’'s
hend and the ropes which bound Wim
had beon cut.  He enmo slowly and
painfully down the ladder and stood
before Celostin, holding out both his
hands to her,

But whe did not look st his hands,
and only for & moment at him. It was
as If she had never seen him before
In the bonek of the crowd somebody
chuekled. It wan Professor Stilliter,

"Celeatin—" pleaded Tommy.

But slie would not look at him, and
her dark, deep oyes began to gather
eyes In the erowd, and then she began
to speak; began right In the middle
was her wont, and
spoke to them of justice, and patience,
and vrotheely love, and soolded them
a litle for having flown at rconely-
#lons, and so neurly stained thelr sounls
with innocent blood. And when she
told them quite simply that she had
come from heaven to make the world
a better place to live in, those who
sueceaded In catebing & glance of her
ayes belleved her. And the others
kept n dead sllence and greatly won.
dered.

When she had finished, the crowd
opened for her, und she passed swoet-
Iy and quletly through, und vanished
after a while In the dusk, followed
only by Freddie the Ferret and Still-
ter,

“Stop her,” somebody oried; “she's
golng to the stockade. We want her
with un™

But nobody made a move to follow
her.

The Gunedorf womnn raised herssit
on her hands and mouned. Tommy,
all compuesion, stepped swiftly for
ward and helpad her to her feet.

His heart nched terribly, becaune
Celostin had not spoken to him, Heo
wondered why she had been so cruel

There wera two reasons, Professor
Stilliter was the chiel one; the ex
trome good looks of Mrea, Gunsdort
was the other

The thought of uny phyalesl con:
tact, however uawilling on his pari.
between Tommy and Mra Gunsdorf,
had turned Celestin's not altogether
otlestinl henrt to fee fn her breast

IO 1R CONTINUED.)

Have to Break the Door




